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' How have 



returned 



" Sam, I'm glad to see you ! " said he 
you fared all this great long time ? " 

" Fair to middling. Where's Augusta ? 
Sam. 

" Oh, Augusta ! She is all right. You go to the 
tavern and fix up, and I'll find Augusta. I will be 
around in an hour or so and call for you. Augusta 
^will be proper glad to see you, and so'll the rest of 
the folks. I don't know when there has been such 
a surprise in Coos before." 

So Sam went off with his honest heart to find a 
razor and a wash bowl, and my uncle Nathan did a 
very mean thing. He went straight to Abner Stan- 
ton. " Abner," said he, going into the smithy, out of 
breath, " Sam Averill has come, and you must go 
right up and get Ajugusta to name the day, or you 
will lose her. I'll keep him out of the way as long 
as I can." 

Abner dropped his hammer, without saying a word, 
and went up the street, rolling down his shirt-sleeves 
as he went. An hour after Uncle Nattian came home 
with Sam Averill. 

"Here is an old friend you will be glad to see, 
Augusta," said he, opening the door of my aunt's 
workroom, where she sat stitching the pocket of a 
primrose-colored vest, and looking fresh as a hun- 
dred primroses herself. 

" It is Sam ! " said she faintly, starting to her feet and 
dropping her work. 

It was Sam. Sam come at last, with his long- 
smoldering love and his tardy speaking. 

" You are too late ! An hour too late," said my 
aunt Augusta, when he had told his errand East. 
" I have just engaged myself to another man." 

"You haven't done right, Augusta," said Sam. 
"You belong to me: you have always belonged to 
me, and you ought to have waited till I came." 

"You didn't say anything," returned my aunt, 
with a little pride. " How was I to know what you 
meant ? You never spoke a word." 

" I took it you knew my mind," returned Sam. " I 
never thought of anybody else. I never should think 
of anybody else, and it didn't occur to me that you 
would. You must marry this person now you have 
promised him, of course. But it isn't right and it 
never will be right." 

" Mr. Stanton is a worthy man ; just as good as 

gold, clear through to the core. I have always liked 

him, and you never said anything," repeated my poor 

aunt Augusta; "I will be your friend, though, just 

' the same." . 

They said no more ; there was nothing more to be 
said, and in a month Aunt Augusta and Abner Stan- 
ton were married. Sam Averill stayed till after the 
wedding, and then he went off, and had never been 
heard of again until to-day by Aunt Augusta's family. 
He went to California, throwing his whole life into 
work ; his work prospered, and he had come back 
now with houses and lands and gold and mines — a 
rich man. He had come back to find Aunt Augusta, 
and learn how the world had fared with her. For in 
all these years of buying and selling and getting gain, 
he had kept the empty room in his heart that had 
once been filled by his love. 

Aunt Augusta's married life had not been happy. 
It is very dangerous for a man to take in a mean 
habit temporarily, for it will stick to him, and Abner 
Stanton's character never recovered from the twist 
those intercepted letters gave it. I don't know what, 
but something was always going wrong between 
them. Even their children proved barriers instead 
of bonds. As he grew older his natural economy 
and thrift became stronger and stronger, until, as my 
mother said, " he got so clost he could sit, and seven 
more like him, on a three-cent piece." Finally, one 
day, under some provocation, he told Aunt Augusta 
^about the lost letters. 

" You oughtn't to have told me that, Abner," said 
she. " You ought not to have told me.. I can never 
forgive you." 

She never did. Always after, there . seemed to be 
something separating them, cold and hard and trans- 
parent as ice, until at last they agreed to live apart. 
And so they did until the death of Mr. Stanton. Now 
Aunt Augusta was living surrounded by her children 
and grandchildren, happy and comfortable. 

Mother brought down thus the story of Aunt 
Augusta's life, while Mr. Averill listened, eager and 
excited. When she had finished he knocked the 
ashes from his pipe, and starting up, began to walk 
the floor. 

" I will start for Portland to-morrow morning and 
see what Augusta will have to say to me. I am of 



the same mind I always was. I've never hankered 
for a moment after any other woman, and I am as 
ready to marry her to-day as ever I was." 

So the next day I saw him on the Portland train, 
gray with years, but youthful with expectation. 

This time he did not waste his opportunity by wait- 
ing to make himself fine, but with the grime and dust 
of travel yet upon him, he went directly to the house 
of Aunt Augusta's daughter, with whom she is liv- 
ing. 

" Where is Mrs. Stanton ? I want to see her right 
said he, as soon as the door was opened, 



away, 



You will find her here ; walk in, if you please," 
replied the housemaid, throwing open the door of 
the sitting-room. 

Mr. Averill stepped quickly forward. Yes, there 
she sat, stitching away as before on some kind of 
primrose-colored stuff, with her eyes as black and 
bright as ever. But the primroses were faded in her 
cheeks, and she wore a cap on her head. 

" I have come for you again, Augusta. Am I too 
late this time ? " cried the impatient lover. 

The roses came back to Aunt Augusta's cheeks, 
and the red-hot arrows shot out of her eyes once 
more. 

" Bless us ! If it isn't Sam Averill, nose and all ! " 
she said, holding up her hands. 

From twenty to fifty is but as a watch in the night, 
then the years are past ; and it is only when an old 
lady nods triumphantly at you from the looking- 
glass, saying, " Here I am, my dear ! " or when chil- 
dren that you have nursed in your arms come around 
with the rights and duties of full-grown men and 
women, that you remember one is no longer young 
at fifty. But the sight of Sam Averill's gray hairs 
and wrinkles were as good as a looking-glass to 
remind Aunt Augusta. 

"Sit down, Sam," said she, "and let me look at 
you. It seems like the real old times to see you 
once more. You look wonderful natural, but dear 
me, how you have changed ! You've grown old as 
well as myself." 

But Mr. Averill was not to be diverted by any side 
issues. 

" Augusta," said he, earnestly, " I made a serious 
mistake once. It was not a mistake about my own 
mind, however; that remains the same it always 
was. Every woman I've ever seen seemed like a tal- 
low candle beside the sun when I think of you. I 
have made my fortune, and all I want now is you to 
come and share it with me. It is you, or nobody, 
just as it always was." 

Maybe Aunt Augusta's heart throbbed a little with 
the old yearning toward the love of her youth, but 
she shook her head with unhesitating decision, as 
she put out her hand to stir the cradle where her 
youngest grandchild lay asleep. 

" It can never be, Sam," said she. " I won't deny 
that it was all a mistake my marrying Stanton. He 
didn't turn out to be the man I took him for. He 
proved .contrary and ornery, and beside he wrote 
letters in disguise. But that is all over and past, and 
can't be undone. And now I am in the midst of my 
children with my grandchildren growing up about 
me, and I am in my right place. I shouldn't be con- 
tented to leave everything and go off to a new coun- 
try to begin the world over again, as it were. I am 
too old an oak to be transplanted. 

Well, after that Mr. Averill might have talked till 
he was at the age of Methuselah. Aunt Augusta had 
made up her mind, and an earthquake couldn't shake 
it. 
So Mr. Averill again went away alone. 
" Well, Amelia, Augusta wouldn't have a wor/l to 
say to me," said he, walking in upon mother and me 
as we sat at supper a few evenings after, " not a word." 
" I want to know if that is so ! " cried mother, flut- 
tering up after another plate and knife. " Lay your 
overcoat right off and sit by and have a cup of tea 
with us. Augusta always was decided, and you 
couldn't turn her after she got her mind fixed. She 
wouldn't keep you waiting long for your answer, 
either. Well, it is likely it is for the best ; we w'ill 
hope so," pursued mother, reaching over to put an 
extra lump of sugar in Mr. Averill's cup, as though to 
sweeten life if possible for him. 

" It serves me right in taking it for granted that 
Augusta understood my intentions. I must have 
been a self-conceited, inconsiderate fool. But it 
seems hard that a body can't work his way out of a 
blunder in a whole lifetime. 

Mother looked full of sympathy, and dropped 
another lump of sugar in Mr. Averill's cup. To my 



astonishment he seemed to relish it the better, as if 
life were growing sweeter and sweeter. 

Mother and Mr. Averill sat up late that night; so 
late that as I had had a hard day, I went off to bed 
and left them talking over old times and purring like 
a couple of cats by the kitchen fire. 

After breakfast the next morning, mother followed 
me into the hall when I started for the office. 

" I want to speak with you, Elwell, just a minute," 
said she, stroking my coat-sleeve, tremulously. 
"What should you say to my going back to Cali- 
fornia along with Mr. Averill ? " 

"You, mother!" I cried, feeling as though the 
world had tumbled off its axis. " Why, it is Aunt 
Augusta he wants. ' It is Augusta, or nobody ! ' " 

"Yes, so it was," returned mother, humbly, "but 
Sam says I seem more like Augusta, as she used to 
be, than she does herself. To tell you the truth, 
Elwell," continued mother, humbler still, " I suppose 
it wouldn't have taken much to turn me toward Sam 
in my young days ; I always thought the world and 
all of him ; but he seemed to take rather more to 
Augusta. She was always nineteen to the dozen, and 
I never could hold my own against her. And then 
your father, he came along, and I never was sorry it 
happened as it did. But now you don't need me, and 
Sam and I have about concluded to make arrange- 
ments, only I told him I must have a talk with you 
first and get your advice." 

Get ray advice! Dear little mother! I was not 
idiotic enough to offer it if I had any advice to give. 
So she and Mr. Averill went on and " made arrange- 
ments/' 

Which arrangements were that that day two weeks, 
after a quiet wedding at the minister's, they started 
off for California together, to begin life anew on each 
other's account, as blithe and joyous as two birds 
on the wing. . — Frances Lee. ■ 



IMAGINATIVE FRIENDSHIPS. 

Foreigners in America complain that our friend- 
ships of to-day are neglected to-morrow. We do 
not, they say, follow up our protestations; we are on 
the alert for new interests. Perhaps there is some 
inconstancy in the national mind. It is customary 
to say that the French have no word for home,; but 
they have the abiding fact. Is it not a serious thing 
that there are so few permanent homesteads among 
us? In France, despite of the missing word, there is 
the important fact that home-life exists, and in it 
there is a sacredness and tender care which is not 
too frequent in this bustling country, where every 
man is in anxious haste to change his house for a 
better one. There is a nearness, an intimacy, a habit 
of friendship there for which we have, alas ! little 
time as yet in America. There all its little observ- 
ances are kept up. For instance, the seat at table is 
always reserved for the old friend who comes with- 
out invitation. 

When I am invited to the house of a friend, I feel 
as if a great compliment were paid to me. Surely it 
is an honor to be bidden into the well-guarded home 
circle, to be made free of its intimacies, and of the 
winning unwordliness that often exists in it ! I once 
had letters of introduction to some Scotch families 
who lived near Edinburgh. When I reached their 
houses, I found their gardens surrounded with high 
walls; and servants undid the gates to me, as the 
barriers of the Syrian mountain monasteries that 
Curzoh visited were let down to travelers. I felt 
myself (to be) admitted to a place that was in some 
sort sacred. 

There is doubtless something attractive about open 
doors and unguarded welcomes ; and these are, in- 
deed, a natural feature of life in new countries. But 
the choicer life and friendship are not so nurtured. 
We need more care in guarding the entrance to our 
homes; but when that entrance is given, we need 
more heartiness and depth of feeling, whether as 
guest or as entertainer. 

One fault of our careless social intercourse is the 
opportunity that it gives for the obtrusion of friend- 
ship. I wish to make complaint of aggressive friend- 
ships from which I have suffered— invasion of my 
inner self. Why should we suffer siege and assault 
at the hands of persons who are determined to pos- 
sess us ? I do not fancy that my experience in this 
respect is peculiar, nor am I vain of it. For those 
peremptory people would seem to regard me as a 
sort of abandoned territory, a waste which should 
become the lawful property of any wanderer who 
might enter a claim. I am obliged to repel, at first. 
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courteously, yet sometimes even as by force, these 
armed intrusions, this violent colonization of my 
bosom. Though I may have put up no sign warning 
trespassers away, yet I must retain authority there. 
We are told that the kingdom of heaven may be 
taken by force ; not so the kingdom of the heart. I, 
for one, do not wish to be carried by assault. Until 
I had met such importunities as these, I had sup- 
posed that I was to have a voice in choosing my in- 
timates. But there are people who appoint them- 
selves your friends and lovers ; they tenant you with- 
out asking permission ; they come upon you while 
you are asleep ; courtesy they mistake for a welcome ; 
if you proffer friendship, they take it for love. Noth- 
ing else will satisfy the clamorous sentiment that 
summons us to give ourselves entirely up, to capitu- 
late to the invading force without making terms. 
The beleaguered youth thinks of Juliet's " I have no 
joy of this contract; it is so unadvised, so sudden." 
He who began, somewhat in surprise, to concede his 
friendship, is now required to assume the heroic role, 
to utter protestations, to make 
pledges and sacrifices as a lover. 
He shrinks from this imperious re- 
gard ; he says, " Why summon me, 
under penalty of reproach, to de- 
clare myself in the romantic vein ? 
I did not go about to please you, 
any more than the girl in the song, 
when 

" ' Nobody axed you, sir,' she said." 

He can, in short, return only tem- 
perate for ardent friendship, and 
he is reproached in consequence 
for coldness. The rain falls upon 
his little flame of amity and puts 
out all the tenderness that might 
have burned up brightly enough if 
it had not been quenched. Friend- 
ship is a plant that often thrives 
under the watering-pot ; but senti- 
ment is a spark that nothing ruder 
than fanning will encourage. Some 
women spend enough energy in 
reproaching men with coldness to 
make them, with a proper conver- 
sion of forces, valuable friends. 

The situation is pathetic, when 
for ardent affection proffered only 
a mild regard is returned. But one 
has to notify these imperative peo- 
ple sooner or later that their pur- 
suit is hopeless. In consequence 
of such misadventures, I sometimes 
resolve to avoid these enterprises 
of the affections, and attend to my 
own advances or to none. Why 
should I not be content with two 
or three persons, with my books 
and studies? Why care for so 
many people, winning some, re- 
taining others, avoiding others 
who approach with the air of af- 
fectionate cannibals? There are 
unpalatable friendships offered 
sometimes. I admire the people 
of many attachments, of genial, 
hearty friendships; yet I have al- 
ways enjoyed, with a peculiar de-' 
light, those flowers of the mind, slow growing, cer- 
tain, and temperate amities, which have not been 
forced on either side ; which are hardly cultivated 
with intention by either party to them. Such per- 
sons I sip like wine. Clara glances across the room 
with the level beams of her star-like eyes ; we are 
seldom nearer ; yet I never feel otherwise than that 
we are near. Once a friend, always a friend. I meet 
her at the lecture, or literary club ; our words are few, 
but of the pleasantest ; we regret we have not time 
for more ; meanwhile a steady, delicate friendship 
holds its own between us. Yet she thinks that be- 
cause I do not visit her, I value her friendship lightly. 
She never was more mistaken. Oscura chats with 
me lightly, communicating somewhat of her blithe, 
coy spirit — a choice aroma, the very grape and 
peach-bloom of kindliness. These faces are allure- 
ment of friendship and of love ; yet some shy demon 
hinders us from gaining the full commonplace friend- 
ship, keeping us apart ; while I for one feel continu- 
ally better acquainted, though neither of us say so. 

Are these the friends whom there is risk of lov- 
ing too well, — if that be a risk, — friends whose affec- 
tions are already bound? Such persons do not know 



how much I prize them, how delicate and unhandseled 
is the light touch of their companionship. These are 
friendships of the highest refinement. With fuller 
opportunity, they might become intimacies; and yet — 
is it wrong in me? — I seldom take that opportunity. 

There is a perverse periodicity about the tide of 
sentiment ; the rare hours in friendship are indeed 
rare, and he is happy who can count as many hours 
of perfect intimacy in a year as its months. No plan 
or concert can be too carefully made to aid the com- 
ing of such hours. When one has gained the mood 
of confidence, the other is too often irresponsive ; 
the happy coincidence is lacking. When two friends 
find that rare conjunction of mood, then their lives 
grow fast together. It takes but few such hours to 
seal an intimacy. 

I have, indeed, a romantic confidence in those who 
I am thus convinced are my friends. Perhaps, in- 
deed, I carry it tp a dangerous extreme. When I 
know the grain of a man, I trust the bond of friend- 
ship for the longest times ; I permit the link to be 



will enjoy such compacts of friendship as those I 
have described. Love demands a nearer intimacy. 
Nor do I argue that imaginative friendships are for 
all the world. They have their own sweet expe- 
riences, but they are not human nature's daily food. 
Whether, if they were, human nature would be bet- 
ter than it is now, is a question that I must leave 
with the reader, now that the mediaeval courts of 
love exist no longer, for his or her decision. 

— Titus Munson Coan. 




" A child no more ! a maiden now — 
A graceful maiden, with a gentle brow." # 

drawn out across the broadest chasms of time and 
absence, as if the thread were imperishable and 
could not snap or decay, though it run through the 
grasses of a broad continent, or lie under the waters 
of an ocean. I would not have my friendship like a 
bank account, which may be overdrawn, or like a 
city, which may be burned ; but like the ownership 
of imperishable acres. One of my best friends went 
to Asia, and for twelve years neither of us found it 
necessary to write each other a line. It was under- 
stood that we were to be friends in any event, and no 
further assurance was necessary. I find that I seek 
those whom I wish to prove more frequently than 
those of whose friendship I am assured. When I 
know you, why should I run after you ? Let us leave 
our meetings to be appointed by the good fates, un- 
less these prove too sluggish for our satisfaction. 

This doctrine, which will apply to a few rare friend- 
ships, will hardly answer in the case of a warmer 
feeling. In the case of many friends this temperate 
way is dangerous ; it is too ideal a method for ordi- 
nary practice, and will lose some friends. It is based 
upon the most romantic constancy ; and yet is often 
misnamed fickleness. Only an imaginative nature 



ANTELOPE-HUNTING. 

The spirited full-page picture by Mr. W. M. Cary 
represents antelope-hunting, with greyhounds, on 
the eastern slope of the Rocky Mountains. Far in 
the west these mountains rise abruptly, appearing 
to be quite near, owing to the illusion caused by the 
wonderful clearness of the atmosphere ; yet it would 
require a long day's journey to reach them. On ap- 
proaching the mountains, the rolling prairies are 
found, or the commencement of the 
foothills, but in reality the place" 
where the Rocky Mountains first 
break the level of the plain. These 
localities are the favorite resorts 
of the prong-horns, or the Ameri- 
can antelopes, when they leave 
the mountains. Ascending to the 
top of a rolling hill, the hunter 
will frequently discover a herd 
of antelopes feeding below. They 
are quick to scent danger, and the 
first one which notices the ap- 
proach of man, gives its peculiar 
call of warning, when the whole 
herd quickly runs in a tody. An 
old buck antelope, generally the 
largest, will step out a few paces 
from the rest to make observa- 
tions. He looks but for a moment, 
stamps the ground impatiently, and 
then bounds away with the speed 
of the wind, followed by the entire 
flock, until they are entirely out of 
sight. The hunter who hopes to 
have a shot at them with his rifle 
generally finds himself mistaken. 
As they dash away, they can only 
be seen at intervals, crossing the 
knolls on the prairie. In a few' 
moments nothing is discernible 
but a line of white objects, which, 
.viewed through a field-glass, prove 
to be white patches on their backs. 
The horsemen seen in the pic- 
ture have surprised a herd of ante- 
lopes under the cover of a hill, 
which are hotly pursued by fleet- 
footed greyhounds, the two dogs 
in the foreground evidently being 
old hunters. These have run after 
the same animal, separating it from 
the rest, and are about to pull it 
down, having "closed in" on both 
sides. Another dog has singled 
out the fawn, well knowing that it 
can be more easily caught than an 
old antelope. A hound that was 
probably behind his fellows when the chase began, 
is in pursuit of the herd, with the prospect of a long 
and unsuccessful chase. Large, well-trained dogs, 
when run in pairs, will often overtake and pull down 
antelopes, but the majority of dogs, under favorable 
circumstances, are far outrun by them. Those who 
possess well-trained dogs, capable of outrunning the 
antelope, prize them highly, not only for the sport 
they give, but from the fact that they can catch 
wounded animals of all kinds which would otherwise 
escape. 

The American antelopes {Antilocapra Americana), 
are peculiar to the country west of the Mississippi. 
The greater body of them inhabit the plains, although 
in Colorado they have been shot on the bare moun- 
tain-tops, far above the timber line, at an altitude of 
twelve thousand feet above the level of the sea. On 
the sage-plains they subsist upon the dried tufts of 
buffalo-grass, which is but scant feed for them, 
although they thrive on it. They are gregarious at 
all seasons, particularly late in the fall, when they 
collect in large bandstand roam over the country 
for miles, making their longest halts to feed morning 
and evening. — J. H. Batty. 



